A   BRASS   HAT   IN   NO   MAN'S   LAND
attack at last, and is beginning to see red. Lord
Kitchener never understood Ireland, I am told.
Why should he have done so? There is a degree of
difference between the fellaheen of Egypt and
peasants of Antrim and Connemara!
One morning in September my eyes see red - not
metaphorically speaking, but in reality. The cause?
Brass hats! The locality is sombre enough in all
conscience, as the hospitable Ulster Club can never
be mistaken for a Hall of Laughter. I jump to it
that at Ions last the Ulster men are to become
^
respectable soldiers and that these staff officers are
among us for the purpose of transformation. The
senior, a Colonel5 Tom Hickinan, M.P. for Wolver-
hampton and hero of many fights under Lord K.,
is kindly and well-disposed towards us? and, above
all, is % with the clique' at the War Office - which is
ail to the good. The other, more junior and of the
reserve from Dublin, represents CQJ of the Irish
command. He too is well-disposed and helpful and
has? as his primary task, the quartering of the new
division and the erection of vast camps of corrugated
iron. But the fates are against him. It is discovered
in the Ulster Club (how, goodness only knows), that
the man from Dublin is a papist! A hurried line to
an influential General in England and he disappears
in a fog of secrecy almost as quickly as he came!
Catholicism may be ail right to be allied with in
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